Precipitation paradiddles the corrugated roof over the back patio, grating into my already abrasive morning thoughts. Smears of scorch snake noisily past on the adjacent two-lane roadway, blending with the primary colors of emergency exiting the fire station annex. A tiny dog, backbone visible, peers in; questioning, then leaves disappointed. Objects of abject pile in new locations - concressions of efforts past met with an unused and unappreciated end. 

Tiredness attaches as invisible taloned devils into the shoulders. An ecology feeding off undue frustrations urged on by the endless hunger of diseased participants. 

I am weary. 

Glib tongues gilding tin rattling and dented cups containing murky rainwater runoff. Souls captured in their last phosphorescence before erasure by their own Escheristic hands. This no longer has anything to do with me - it repeats as a holy refrain. I am retired, finished with my duties and chores here. Paid up in my efforts. 

*****
I don't believe that, either. 